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tened to his talk for the mere music of the utter-
ance; now, at a break in the monologue, I went
into the next room, feeling that to listen con-
sciously would be unworthy. On the whole his
view of me was not unkindly: he disliked to hear
any opinion that differed from his own and it
never came into his head that Oxford was no
nearer the meridian of truth than Lawrence,
Kansas, and certainly at least as far from
Heaven.

Some weeks later I left La Napoule and went
on a visit to some friends. He wrote complain-
ing that without me the place was dull. I
wired him and went over to Nice to meet him
and we lunched together at the Cafe de; la
Regence. He was terribly downcast, and yet
rebellious. He had come over to stay at Nice,
and stopped at the Hotel Terminus, a tenth-rate
hotel near the station; the proprietor called on
him two or three days afterwards and informed
him he must leave the hotel, as his room had
been let.

"Evidently someone has told him, Frank, who
I am. What am I to do?"

I soon found him a better hotel where he was
well treated, ,but the incident coming on top
of the Alexander affair seemed to have fright-
ened him.

"There are too many English on this coast,"